WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
Alas! it was he who was never to see those mountains again. "We
returned to Belgrade the next morning, the King to make his final
preparations for his official visit to King Boris, and myself to make my
peace with the Parliamentary Commission.
The visit to Sofia, which lasted for several days, passed off very
satisfactorily, and my impression was that King Alexander succeeded
in achieving better relations than ever before with King Boris, whom
he had hitherto always cordially distrusted. There was to be only two
days' interlude between the return from Bulgaria and the departure
for Marseilles, and I felt that, much as I wished to hear about the
Sofia visit, it would be indiscreet on my part to ask to see the King
again during that brief period. On the second day, however, I
received word from the Palace to the effect that my audience had been
fixed for 6 o'clock that evening. When I arrived at Dedigne the King
asked me if I had been surprised to get his message. I replied, "Yes,
both surprised and delighted," and I wondered whether his Majesty
meant to give me a hint that he felt that I should have asked for an
audience for myself. The King then said that he had sent for me
to tell me all that had happened in Sofia. For the next hour and
a half his Majesty described in detail the events and conversations
which had taken place during his visit. I then stayed to dinner
with him and the Queen, and did not leave the Palace until nearly
midnight.
Of one remark of the King's during that long talk I was to be
tragically reminded a few days later. Speaking of the Sofia visit, I told
him that I had been immensely relieved at his safe return. "Oh,"
replied the King, "I was never in the least nervous on that subject in
Bulgaria. That sort of thing is much more likely to happen to me in
France than there." Whether it was premonition, or whether he had
actually received warnings about the likelihood of some attempt to be
made on his life in France, I do not know. It may have been one or
the other. If there is pleasure in remembering sad things, I feel it
deeply in the recollection of that last evening of his life in Belgrade
which I spent with him. He left the next morning at 8 o'clock by car
for the coast with Prince Paul and Princess Olga, and bade them and
his country farewell when he embarked that afternoon on the Yugoslav'
light cruiser Dutrovnic for Marseilles.
I had myself no premonition of evil and departed the next night for
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